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need only see him walk across the room, or shake
hands; he need only see the back of his neck or
the set of his shoulders, and he knows him for
Londoner or provincial Over there is a man
who has written many novels about London and
is known as a London novelist. Every line of his
body carries the marks of the shires. Next him
is a Cockney comedian whose ears and neck
proclaim his Midland origin. Elsewhere is a
"well-known man about town," whose very
walk announces him as Devonshire; a man to
whom London means nothing but a "season"
with its hub at Hyde Park, and who knows less
about the intimate London than a Northum-
brian who has a cousin living in Bloomsbury.
You may go to Fleet Street and look among
the men who produce in London the daily
record of London's life. You will see many
Scots, numbers of Welshmen and Irishmen, and
men from the northern shires. But if there is a
Londoner at work among them he has closely
disguised himself. You may go to cheap tea-
shops at busy hours. A stranger, observing the
customers, would think "Here, at any rate, is
typical London." But let him talk to the people,
and he will find that this one came from Hamp-
shire last year, that one's home is in Nottingham,
and another came from Shropshire two years
ago, and the family of another moved in from
Norfolk twelve years ago. You may go to